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Aboutthe Poets 


Adrian Clifford 
Hi I'm Ady and have lived in Lincoln for fifteen years 
now, originally from West Bromwich near 
Birmingham which makes me a Black Country Boy. | 
class my poetry as being like kitchen sink dramas, 
because | deal with real life the ‘nitty-gritty’ stuff. 
Anyway, hope you like my work and any feedback 
would be appreciated. 


Timothy Gogan 
| am originally from Radcliffe — on- Trent 
Nottinghamshire. | became interested in creative 
writing some years ago | am a Roman Catholic and 
this probably shows in my work. | am quirky and a bit 
dark. | try to use words like an artist uses a 
paintbrush. | want to make people think 


Rebecca Cheeseman 
Writing poetry is something that | have always been 
interested in. | am quite a quiet person and find 
writing in general easier than expressing my 
thoughts verbally. 
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Aboutthe Poets 


John Swanston 
Hello, | hail from Essex, know to my friends as John 
the poet. I'm unemployed and just now | try to keep 
myself busy. | have written poetry on and off since 
the age of 12. | really am glad and proud to be part 
of this anthology of local poets. 


Dennis Turner 
I'm a Nottingham man but spent some thirty years in 
Africa and the Middle East. Over the last twenty five 
years, I've started writing poetry, although somewhat 
spontaneously. Most of my poems written recently 
during a time | spent in hospital. As a Christian, | see 
poetry as a means of communicating my faith. 


Judy Stevenson 


Hello, | was born in Lincoln and have lived here all 
my life. | enjoy gardening, reading, researching my 
family tree and of course writing poems. | hope you 
enjoy reading them as much as | have enjoyed 
writing them. 


Julia Buckby 
Hello, I’m Julia. | have 5 poems in this book. Beside 
poetry | love knitting, gardening and lots more. 
These are my first poems to be published. | hope 
you all enjoy reading them. 
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Aboutthe Poets 


Frank Barton 
“Frank, a Lincoln bred poet has been writing 
creatively since the nineteen nineties, found his 
voice to poetry in 2011 and to date the most difficult 
piece he has ever written was this passage about 
himself’. 


Ed Chandler 


| recently joined the group and have written and 
published my own book of Poetry. | enjoy writing and 
volunteering with the RSPB. The group is good fun 
and everyone is really friendly. 


Little Owl 


| saw a barn owl, shaped like a tear drop, flying so gracefully 
way down in the sky. 
Oh little owl, following the sunset, so shy of the daylight, 
unlike I. 
Rare little owl, so almost extinct, to see you so seldom, it 
makes me think. 
Oh hungry barn owl, hunting for food, so patiently searching 
to feed your brood. 
Oh lovely barn owl | cannot say when, but be so assured, I’d 


see you again. 


Frank Barton 


Chocolate Sundae 


Delicious real vanilla and chocolate, 
Myriad rainbow colours — fresh whipped cream. 
This is a truly a sight to behold. 
Eagerly, | dip my long spoon into it. 
It doesn't disappoint me. 
Like a starving wolf | gulp it down, then | am satisfied and 


contented. 


Timothy Gogan 


The Little Mouse 


A little mouse peeped out of his hole, 
To see what he could see. 

A lump of cheese caught his eye, 
What a wonderful feast it would be. 
He ate his way to the middle of it, 
The cheese was soft and smelly. 
He went on eating, on and on, 
Until he could get no more in his belly. 
A man came into the room just then, 
A puzzled look on his face. 

A noise was coming from the lump of cheese, 
Was it something from outer space? 
He cautiously went to the table, 
And gave a prod at the cheese. 

The mouse ran out with a frightened squeak, 
The man fell down on his knees. 
Relief that it was not as he had thought, 

A thing from outer space. 

But how could he have been so scared, 


Of that little mouse's face? 


Julia Buckby 


N’oliday 


Where shan’t | go for my holidays this year? 

It’s a dilemma that doesn’t haunt me to despair 
Should | avoid the sunny coast, with its salty blue seas? 
Where everyone enjoys a good paddle, 

And where most folk like to pee. 

Holidays need not cost a lot, | could avoid going abroad, 
With the prices of travel going up and up, 
| could just not do it more and more. 
| could not indulge on exotic cuisine, 

Strong flavours all spicy and hot, 

Then not bring home souvenirs of jet lag and chronic gut-rot. 
Should | avoid going rambling 
And not taste clean air through my lips? 

Should | not find meadows through which, with my spouse 


and | can skip? 


Should | steer clear of rock climbing 
And the massive mountain range? 
After all, | don’t like heights, 
And that thin air makes me feel so strange. 
What about skiing? There’s a sport I’d not do. 
Those crisp white Alps, lots of broken limbs 
And a case of really bad flu. 
| could try not camping, and enjoy no time under the stars. 
After all, a brush with a bull and I’d take home lots of scars. 
As holidays go, | confess, I’m a complete slouch, for I’ve 


decided.. I'll be spending mine dozing on my couch. 


Frank Barton 
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Posey 


The giant with an elegant posy, 
Made from sweet pea, rose and daisy. 
The beauty and fragrance of these tiny little blooms, 


Humbles the giant. 


A tear rolls down his cheek and he’s moved by the delicate 
bloom. He’s careful not to crush this soft foliage with his 


gargantuan hand. 


Such innocence breaks his stone wall and strips his vanity, 


revealing his soul, his compassion, his humanity. 


He looks from the bloom for a second so see 
He is surrounded by them. A mighty army, an array of 
millions, each as delicate as the last. A formidable mass of 


gentleness. 


The Giant looks again and the freshly picked loveliness in his 
hand and feels ashamed. 
He feels he has removed these creatures from their home 


with extreme rudeness and without consent. 


@ 


The giant lays the posy gently to the ground and looks up to 
the mass of colour around him, silently seeking their 


forgiveness. 


He listens and a sound carries in the warm breeze.. 


A breath that sounds like “thank you”. 


From that day on he saw each life, flower, insect, mammal, 
fish, fruit, and vegetable as meaningful life, as valuable as his 
own and vowed never to kill another life 


He kept his word... until he got hungry..... 


Frank Barton 


Glorious Food 


Go on take the plunge, 

Smash your face into that Victoria sponge, 
Don't worry about the calorie count, 
Although I'm afraid the pounds will mount, 
Go on lie down in front of the telly, 

Put your feet up and eat some jelly, 
Morning comes and it's time for brunch, 
Counting the minutes till Sunday lunch, 
Roast beef, Yorkshire pudding, carrots and peas, 
More stuffing, more roasties and cabbage please, 
Oh look it's five o clock and time for tea, 

But no amount of food seems to please me, 

It was okay for Oliver to ask for more, 

So why not me, even though belly is sore, 
Need to slow down now because I'm expanding, 
But life without stodge is so demanding, 

Go to the cupboards, there's nothing there, 


| know | have a problem but | simply don't care. 


Ady Clifford 
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Nearly Here 


It's that time of year again, 
When children gather and sing, 
When snow falls on the ground and sleigh bells begin to ring. 
The lights go up all around, 
Thousands of trees to be found, 
Mulled wine and mistletoe on every street, 
Time for families to get together and meet, 
The temperature drops and it's getting cold, 
But all the presents in the shops are not sold, 
Tinsel and baubles are on the trees, 

Children can be found praying to Santa on their knees, 
Christmas day comes and we're round the table, 
Mom cooks dinner, she's always been able, 
Roast turkey, mashed tates sausages too, 
Everything on the plate, she always comes through, 
Then we sit around in front of the tellies 
With laughter and song and big fat bellies, 

We then go to bed at the end of the day. 

Wait till next year to come out to play. 


Ady Clifford 


Percy 


Percy the baby elephant, 
Was feeling bored one day. 
He was fed up being in a zoo, 
So thought he'd run away. 
He gave his Mum and Dad the slip, 
And got past his keepers too. 
Off he trotted down the path, 


Waving his trunk at the kangaroos. 


He came across a pot of paint, 
A fetching shade of mustard. 
And quickly slurped it up, 
Thinking it was custard. 

He found he didn't like the taste, 
And gave a great big blow. 
The paint shot into the air, 


Covering him from head to toe. 


It ran all down his legs and tail, 
And made him feel quite sad. 
Two great big tears rolled down his face, 
He wanted Mum and Dad. 


He trotted back the way he'd come, 
And was very pleased to see, 
His keepers searching high and low, 


And ran up to them with glee. 


They fetched a brush and water, 

And scrubbed, then scrubbed some more. 
Until all that was left of the paint, 
Was a great big puddle on the floor. 
His Dad gave him a good talking to, 
And a thwack across his bum. 

But Percy didn't mind a bit, 

He was safe and sound with Mum. 


Judy Stevenson 


CRICKET MATCH 


Ball on willow, 
Raised voices 
Not another six, Gogan 
You'll have to get it! 
Why do you always have to slog it? 


| want to win, and | love the feeling of ball on willow. 


Timothy Gogan 


Mr Pootle goes to town 


Mr Pootle was tootling about on his rickety old bike, 
He'd found it years ago in a ditch while on a hike, 
Green and blue in colour, covered in mud, 

One day he might wash it, knew he should, 

But it always managed to get from A to B, 

He was happy tootling about, his smile for all to see, 

Off to town today to buy some new shoes, 
Although what he really needed was a lovely snooze, 
Didn't sleep very well last night, worrying what colour shoes 
to get, 

Mr Pootle didn't half worry, always a fret, 

But on the whole he was a happy man, whistling on his way, 
Wondering what he would get up to on the very next day. 


Ady Clifford 


BOO! 


The door creaked slowly open, 
Eerie footsteps crossed the floor, 
A chill went down my spine, 
An evil dark voice whispered “I can see you...!” 
The cat ran for it, as a vase flew across the room, 
And the dog whimpered... 
A ghostly presence emerged, a tormented figure, a forgotten 
soul. 
The dead had risen, with zombie flesh and red eyes glowing, 
A ghoulish black vale was flowing, 
As the wind howled 
And the mist drew in a fog chocked the house... 
When all of a sudden there came a cry of pain, 
Tormented by the rain, we were stricken and stranded inside, 
My Niece ran around terrified looking for refuge... 

As the monster approached, we retreated to the living room, 
We sat safely on the sofa, but the lights flicked, 
Grasping a cushion we shivered in fear, 

The moaning terror, uncanny creepy things, paranormal 


occurrences, 


A crash of drums and a rumble of thunder, 
Terrified we looked from behind the cushion... 


BOO! 


It was only little Charlie dressed in a white pillow case, 


He was off on a fright night of terror playing ghostly games! 


Ed Chandler 


Technology 


As the days come and go, 


Technology seems to grow and grow. 


Technology seems to change so fast, 


Each day technology seems to last. 


Technology with us all the time, 
Now everything seems to be online. 


Technology seems to never grow old, 


Always being updated you are told. 


Technology what will be invented next? 
Could be anything you would expect. 


Rebecca Cheeseman 


Mother Knows Best 


Long ago in the past, 
My mother said to me. 
Son, you have to go to school, 
To learn your ABC. 


But | had other things on my mind, 
And truant | did play. 
Instead of going off to class, 


| went the other way. 


When my mother found me out, 
She said | was a fool. 
She gave me a good hiding, 


And sent me back to school. 


My mother, though I'm loathe to say, 
Was absolutely right. 
And even | surprised myself, 
By turning out quite bright. 


Now my mother’s old and grey, 
But | wouldn't put it past her. 
To take me into school today, 
Even though I'm now headmaster. 


Judy Stevenson 


MODERN DAYS 


New Year never goes without a bang, 
A flash of fireworks, 


Parties in the day, parties all night... 


In these Modern Days, 
Oil and gas is running out, 


Electric is the future form of power. 


In these Modern Days, 
Ten and twelve year olds are teenagers too soon, 
Children playing on computers, 


Instead of in the fields. 


In these Modern Days, 
We all have a mobile phone, 
Tablets are no longer medication... 


In these Modern Days, 


Christmas starts in September, 


Easter after Valentine's Day... 


In these Modern Days, 
Football players get paid more than doctors, 
Europe has a single currency, 
Man might land on Mars, 
And we want smart things, 

Smart televisions, 
Smart clothes, 
Smart Cars and 

Smart partners... 


In these Modern Days... 


Ed Chandler 


SANTA’S SUIT 


The elves in Santa’s workshop, 
Had to laugh a bit. 
He was trying on his Santa suit, 
And found it would not fit. 


His tummy wobbled as he laughed, 
His face lit by a grin. 
He was trying hard, his very best, 
To hold his tummy in. 


He tried to do some push ups, 
It did not help him much. 
Nor did running on the spot, 
Skipping, jumping, Boxing and such. 


I'll have to diet wife, he said, 
By Christmas it must fit. 
But every cake and chocolate bar, 
He had to have a bit. 


So, Santa’s wife without a qualm, 
All the seams let out. 
And wondered with a great big sigh, 
What all the fuss had been about. 


Julia Buckby 


School Days 


Supposed to be the best days of your life. 
Classes you went to time after time. 
Half term and homework handed in on time. 
Optimism hoping your future is bright. 
Our school days were educational all right. 


Learning how to read and write. 


Days at school go so fast. 
Always wanting to be out of class. 
Young minds always struggling with maths. 


Study and gain knowledge and you should pass. 


Rebecca Cheeseman 


The First Christmas 


The Christmas tree glistens, 
With soft coloured lights. 
Something to come home to, 


On dark frosty nights. 


Holly and ivy, 
And tinsel too. 
Decorate the house, 


All the way through. 


Whilst over the sea, 

In aland far away. 

Was the place that, 
Saw the first Christmas Day. 


When Jesus was born, 
In a stable so bare. 
With oxen and ass, 


Standing silently there. 


The peasants and the Sheppard’s, 
All came to see. 

And three wise men worshipped, 
On a bended knee. 
So lets us all listen, 

Listen with great care. 
To hear if the Angels sing, 
When Christmas time is here. 


Julia Buckby 


Betty The Butterfly 


My Mum laid an egg, 
Like birds in the sky, 
Beneath the nettle leaves, 
So no one sees passing by. 
For days and days, 
There the egg stayed, 
Not in the sun, 

But safe in the shade. 

It was hard to believe, 
That the egg could change, 
Then after a while, 
| began to smile. 

A caterpillar | became, 
Very hungry for sure, 
| munched on the leaves, 
Staying safe and secure. 


And yet again | changed, 
Wrapped in a hard shell, 
A chrysalis | became, 
Waiting my final self. 


At last my big day! 
As | emerged from my shell, 
That sunny day in May, 


Now my final self. 


Born from the meeting, 
Of Red Admiral butterflies, 
A new life now greeting, 
| take to the skies. 
Look out for me! 
I'm near where you live, 
Easy to see, 
With much joy to give. 
With love, Betty The Butterfly. 


Dennis Turner 


My Fairies 


I'm a little copse across the way, 
| found a fairy tree, 
| wondered if | sat quite still, 


A fairy | would see. 


| went each day to the tree, 
Just as the sun went down, 
All | wanted was to see, 


Fairies dressed in thistledown. 


A little door | had not seen, 
Opened in the tree, 
And through it came my fairies, 


As tiny as could be. 


They danced and flew around the tree, 
Their songs and laughter singing. 
While sitting here they are to me, 


A piece of magic bringing. 


No others know of these tiny ones, 
And I'm not going to tell, 
| go and watch them every night, 


To see that all is well. 


And so the fairies in the tree, 
As fast as | can tell, 
Will have somewhere to dance and sing, 


I'm a place that's safe to dwell. 


Julia Buckby 


Sweet Dreams 


Last night | dreamt | was on a cloud, 
Riding up and up so high. 
It took me to a place I'd never seen before, 
To a land beyond the sky. 


Where the streets were paved with chocolate, 
And the houses built from cake. 
The trees were made of candy floss, 


With fountains of strawberry milkshake. 


Jelly babies rode on bicycles, 
Made from candy canes and love hearts. 
As they circled round a roundabout, 


They looked liked treacle tart. 


High up on a hill a castle stood, 
It's marshmallow walls soft and pink. 
The turrets shaped from barley twits, 


Gave off a shimmer that made me blink. 


| walked through fields where toffee apples, 
Were growing row on row. 
And plants hung with jelly beans, 


All the colours of the rainbow. 


Sugar pigs and sherbet flying saucers, 
Zig zagged around my head. 
| tried in vain to catch one, 


But caught a mint hum bug instead. 


This morning when | awoke, 
| was back in bed inside my house. 
| wondered if it was a dream, 


But on my pillow was a little chocolate mouse. 


Judy Stevenson 


Sally 


Deep in dew drop dream, 
Matchstick — boned, with feather down hair. 
Candle bright, eyes full of light, 
Slumbering mind, open, in free flight. 
Fragile, at the mercy of everything, 
And yet one with all. 

Shadows dancing on the sunlit wall, 


Hear the dawn of chorus, chirp and call. 


Exaggerated sounds, trespass 
Upon the sweet confinds of the innocence, 
Lamb — like ocean blue eyes, 
Bouncing babe, starchild wild. 

Tick — tock grandfather clock, 

The heartbeat of Father Time. 

To this tiny fisted lovelier than the sun, one 
Now babbling her incanation to the dawn. 
Later, chortling, cherished, cheerful 
Daddy's darling, Mummy's joy. 


Wide — eyed, beaming eyes a searching, 
For the yellow balloon, bubble — big and way up high. 


In the garden, smell the roses, 
See cotton wool clouds passing by. 
And the rain drop petals glistening, 
Brightly blessed and diamond light. 

See the wonder in her eyes, 

As her curious mind decides. 
Where is Teddy, who said Boo, 
And why is all above me blue? 

And if only words could return us, 
To sacred realms of infancy. 
| think lifelong I'd write them, deep and flowing, 
Until in you the child I'd free. 


John Swanson 


THE LAND OF 
PERPETUAL HAIRCUTS 


What will it be Sir, 
Short back and sides? 
No number 1 Bob. 


At that moment a genie appeared. 


He said 'I curse you to have a haircuts for all eternity’ 


At this 'Samson' the strong man fainted, he awoke much later 


to find he was as weak as a kitten. 


He was then escorted off the premises. 


The End. 


Timothy Gogan 


Happiness Is.... 


Happiness is seeing a beautiful smile, 
Happiness is hearing laughter for a while. 
Happiness is about finding pleasure, 
Happiness is something you should treasure. 
Happiness is having positive thoughts in your mind, 
Happiness is always looking on the bright side. 
Happiness is spending time with those close to you, 
Happiness is those little things that each of us say and do. 
Happiness is like a day dream when you drift away, 
Happiness is being in good spirits throughout the day. 


Rebecca Cheeseman 


Marvin the pink bubble man 


He stands as wide as he’s tall. 
But always ready to answer that call. 
For The distressed maiden, he has an ear. 


And for his deeds, the crowds love to cheer. 
For he is Marvin the pink bubble man. 

On request he turns any hue, as long at his pink. 
He’s round and he’s buoyant, never known to sink. 
His face is all smiles, too round to frown. 

And he's lighter than air, never touching the ground. 
For he is Marvin the pink bubble man. 
Whenever you need him his always there 
But he can’t do much as he floats in the air. 
The kids love him, it has to be said, 


and one or two geese use him for their bed. 


For he is Marvin the pink bubble man. 


He likes to wear a pink cloak and crown, 
In a vain attempt to weigh him down. 
But not even lead would have slowed his rise, 


As he floats ever upwards towards the skies. 
For he is Marvin the pink bubble man. 
The higher he gets, the more he gains pace. 
He’s rapidly approaching outer space 
But flexing his muscles and showing his might, which are 


now only be seen by orbiting satellites 


For he is Marvin the pink bubble man. 


Frank Barton 


Holidays 1950s Style 


Mum's packed everything, 
The kitchen sink too. 
Dad's forgotten the map, 
And little brother needs the loo. 


A journey full of stops and starts, 
And we reach our destination. 
Now we can all relax, 


And enjoy our vacation. 


Fish and chips, candy floss, 
Sticks of rock and ice cream. 
Every parent's nightmare, 
But every child's dream. 


Donkey rides on the beach, 
And a paddle in the sea. 
Dad's asleep in a deckchair, 
And Mum's gone for a jug of tea. 


We want to ride on the big dipper, 
But Dad's said “No.” 
He's already turned green, 
At the thought of having a go. 


Punch and Judy on the prom, 
Crazy golf and pitch and putt. 


Mum's tried her hand at bingo, 


And Dad's won a coconut. 


“Kiss me Quick” hats, 
And a stroll along the pier. 
We've already made up our minds, 
We're coming back next year. 


Judy Stevenson 


- YOUTH 


Day of youth 
Day of old, 

Day to play, 
With toys and games, 
Out in the field, 
Down at the park... 
Days of childhood, 
Days of fun. 


Ed Chandler 


Hector The Spectre 


| once knew a ghost his name was Hector, 
Used to have a job in the public sector, 
Worked as a policeman, pounding the streets, 
Marching up and down with his foot long feet, 
A friendly ghost he was not nasty or bad, 
Just very mischievous like a young lad. 
He'd make all your furniture and open the blinds, 
Go onto the roads and move all the signs, 
Then off to school to play up in class, 
Doubt all the candles at midnight mass, 
His devilment began to get worse and worse, 
He even let the tyres down on a hearse! 
But he still had the ability to make me laugh, 
Even though he ran cold water into my bath, 
| liked Hector even if he was cheeky, 
He'd behaved all his life, it was his turn to be sneaky. 


Ady Clifford 


If I Were A Spaceman 


If | were a spaceman, 
I'd visit the Man in the Moon. 
Then hitch a lift on a shooting star, 


And pay my respects to Neptune. 


I'd float around the Universe, 
Play in the Milky Way. 
Watch from afar as the Sun, 


Turns the Earth from night into day. 


I'd land on the planet Mars, 
Home of the Little Green Men. 
And watch them set off in their U.F.O.s, 


To baffle mankind again. 


I'd salute Mr. Spock, 
On his Starship Enterprise. 
And wave to Dr. Who, 


As he time travels through the skies. 


I'd glide between the planets, 
As weightless as can be. 
But it's sausage and chips tonight, 


So I'll make sure I'm home for tea. 


But then I'm not a spaceman, 
And this is a lovely dream. 
Good job it's not a nightmare, 


‘Cus in space no-one can hear you scream. 


Judy Stevenson 
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Easter 


Easter comes just once a year and when it does it brings 


Springtime cheer. 


Arrival of chocolate eggs and Easter time gifts, greetings of 
Spring and a warm Easter wish. 
Sales of hot cross buns and other Easter treats, daffodils 


begin to flower and newborn lamb’s softy bleat. 


The Easter season can arrive early or sometimes late, a 


Christian festival of new life to commemorate. 


Enjoying the sights and sounds of Easter and Spring as we 
soon await for our Summertime to begin. 
Reflect and remember Easters true meaningful reason as 
warm Easter greetings are always around during every 


Easter season. 


Rebecca Cheeseman 


The Little Caterpillar 


There was a little caterpillar, 
Had a great fall. 
Right off the top, 
Of a ten foot wall. 


He hit the ground, 
With a thud. 
And lay there, 
In a pool of blood. 


At the caterpillar's funeral, 
Was a caterpillar named Sal. 
She cried aloud but in vain, 


The little caterpillar would not live again. 


Dennis Turner 


DOES YOUR CHEWING 
GUM pisses cces? 


Chewing gum sounds like wellies stuck in the mud, 
Masticating molars or cows chewing the cud. 
Seems they’ve made fruity flavours into chewing gum 
Lovely jubbly taste sensation, ‘til the flavours gone. 
Fools the brain into thinking your body needs more food 
between your teeth 
Maybe menu cards should list chewing gum as an aperitif. 
Sugar — free and dental gum, what will they dream up next? 
Maybe they'll create a gum to help the undersexed. 
When | was a boy | recall, almost breaking my teeth on gum 
To secure a set of ‘Flags of The World’, I’d often pester Mum. 
It's odd to think recently in Russia, money spent 
On chewing gum was viewed by many as being decadent. 
Marlon Brando always chewed in films like ‘The Wild One’ 
Maybe his muffled voice was caused by gum wrapped 


around his tongue? 


Remember when, way back in school, 
You would chew a bubble gum, 
As if your teacher never knew where 
The bubble — bursting came from. 
In the pinball arcades, with cola drinks, 
| recall the spearmint taste on lips 
That hid under my under aged beery drinkers breath. 
Yesterday, it’s true, | saw a new South American gum 
sensation 
Which promised ‘unlimited energy’ right across the nation? 
So in the balance, pros and cons, when all is said and 
chewed, 


Gum is the favourite Elixir of Youth, the skinny kids’ diet food. 


John Swanson 


The Little Fat Pig 


The little pig, 
Ran into the wood. 
He ran and ran, 


As fast as he could. 


He snuffled and grunted, 
Digging about. 
A mound of earth, 
On the end of his snout. 


Acorns and roots, 
Were what he found. 
Pushing his nose, 
Along the ground. 


He ate and ate, 
And gave a loud burp. 
His face all muddy, 
Looking a twerp. 


He grunted and slurped, 
Eating his fill. 
Then rolled on the ground, 
Feeling stuffed and ill. 


Slowly and carefully, 
He made his way home. 
Vowing never, no never, 


More would he roam. 


Julia Buckby 


Learning To Swim 


Young Tommy Green on a whim, 
Thought he'd like to learn to swim. 
He threw away his bright red slippers, 
And swapped them for a pair of flippers. 
He found his Dad's old rubber ring, 
And blew it up 'til his ears began to sing. 
A mask is what | now need he said, 
There's one in a suitcase under the bed. 
His family they began to chortle, 
When they saw him wearing a snorkel. 
Then to him came a realisation, 
That caused quite a consternation. 
Oh dear he said | am a fool, 

I'm miles away from sea or pool. 

So even the cat had to laugh, 
When Tommy climbed into the bath. 
Stood up straight and on full power, 


Pretended to swim in the shower. 


Judy Stevenson 


Picnic On The Moon... 


To be in space, 
With no breeze or atmosphere, 
To see the Earth orbiting the sun, 


With a picnic on the moon... 


For once man dressed of living here, 
In the sixties one man made, 

A giant leap for mankind, 
Astronauts have played golf, 
But | sit and enjoy, 

My picnic on the moon... 


Perhaps Mars is next or Jupiter? 
Pluto no longer a planet, 
Another Galaxy too far off, 


Light years separate time and space... 


Other life forms perhaps, 
Aliens and creatures unknown, 
| see the stars, 
| see the sun, 


| enjoy my picnic on the moon. 


Ed Chandler 
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The Tortoise and the Hare 


Twas a grand day today. This day the race | won. 


The result was unexpected, but we all had so much fun. 


Every year, one bets on me and everyone thinks he’s daft. 
But on this occasion his bet paid off and oh, did he have the 
last laugh. 


As soon as the whistle blew, my rival was off and away. 
Yet at the speed | crawled, with my house on my back this 
race would take me all day. As for my rival? He was cocky, 

and he thought the race was won, so he took a break, laid on 
his back and bathed in the late morning sun... 


But the sun was kind this day, so radiant, warm and bright, 
So my rival took a longer break, to bask in the season’s 
delights. 

The sun grew ever kinder and my rival curled up for a kip. 
| caught up; | overtook, and | slowly gave him the slip. 
But soon, he woke up, and found that he’d missed half of the 
day. 

With no pause for breath he bolted upright and sped off with 
haste, my way... 

For time, he’d missed too much, and I'd taken too great a 


lead. 
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And | remained a speck on his horizon, despite his 


breakneck speed. 


Now his pace was staggering, and he was nowt but a blur. 
Yet his valiant efforts were fruitless, as | crossed that finish 
line first. | was met with much amazement, and thunderous 


screams of delight... 


For wins like this were unheard of, but such a welcome sight, 
But the hare was not so happy, and ashamed he paid the 
price. 

He learned his lesson well, and never made the same 
mistake twice. In every race thereafter, | saw nowt of him but 
a glimpse. 

And I’ve not come close to beating him, in any race ‘ever’ 


since 


Frank Barton 


Papilion 


I stretch my limbs after a cool dark night, 
Seeing the sun, prepare my daily flight. 
Before | venture, pause to slake my thirst, 
Then down the path and through the garden gate. 


A lovely day, the flowers beckon bright, 
| needs a must visit them, a wondrous sight, 


With nectar sweet and insects ’neath their feet. 


So down the lane | make my happy way, 
Across the fields bedecked in bright array, 
| meet my friends and pause for sweet embrace, 


And then move on enjoying my daily race. 


But later breezes cool the sweet fresh air, 
A sign the day is closing, night is near, 
Time to seek and find a place to rest, 
My life secured by one who knows me best. 


Didn't you see me as | passed by? 
We've met before, you know my name. 


‘Papilion' or 'Butterfly' — the same. 


Dennis Turner 
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